"Does not the government interfere with you?"''' I
ventured with diffidence.
"The government?"''' he echoed and rubbed his fore-
head thoughtfully with his fingers. Then as if recalling
something, he went on with a nod: "Ah. . . . You mean
those fellows ... in Washington? No, they don't bother
me. They're fine lads. . . . Some of them belong to my
club. But you don't see much of them. . . . That's why
you're liable to forget about them sometimes. No, they
don't interfere/' he repeated, and directing a curious
glance at me, queried:
"Do you mean to say there are governments that pre-
vent people from making money?""
I felt embarrassed at my own naivete and his wis-
dom.
"No/" I said quietly. "I did not mean that. . . . You
see, I thought the government ought sometimes to forbid
downright robbery. . . .""
"Now, now!"" he objected. "That is idealism. It is not
done here. The government has no right to interfere in
private affairs. . . /'
I felt increasingly humble before this calm childlike
wisdom.
"But is it a private matter when one man ruins many?""
I queried politely.
"Ruin?"" he echoed, opening his eyes wide. "Ruin
means when labour costs are high. Or when there is a
strike. But we have immigrants. They always bring down
wages and willingly take the place of the strikers. When
there will be enough immigrants in the country, who will
work for low wages and buy a lot of goods, then everything
will be fine."
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